CHAPTER XVII

Much makes lite n*t.i a lie,
Flattering dust with tttrsity.

CHARLES uas surprisingly better. The *pram ha*l
not been as bad as the doctor had thought at fir*:,
and he would not be chained to hi> room for to'
long. Yet Doreen had spent hardly a moment
from his side when two evenings !a:er she wtnt
out to meet Peter at the drive gates,

She had made up her mind that they must part
now. She must never see him again, She had
built up a barrier of good resolutions, and yet,
when she saw him already waiting tor her in the
little summer-house that an ancestress of years age?
had built, all those good resolutions failed her.

The dusk was drifting across the park in blue
and amethyst, and the pine-trees were smears of
darkness against the sky. She went to the door-
way of the summer*house, which smelt of fir cones
and of dust and indescribable sweetness.

44 My dear/' said Peter very tenderly,

She had not thought that he would take her
into his arms and draw her against his heart.
Coming here it had been so easy to plan the easy
way in which she would dismiss him Coming
here she had thought of big speeches, but now,
with his heart beating by her own, with his arm*
round her and his lips near, all that drifted away
and was forgotten.
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